224 sitting in the amphitheatre at Epidaurus. There was one
other person whose presence I missed and that was Spiro
of Corfu. I didn't realize it then, but Spiro was getting
ready to die. Only the other day I received a letter from
his son telling me that Spiro's last words were: "New
York! New York! I want to find Henry Miller's house!"
Here is how Lillis, his son, put it in his letter: "My poor
father died with your jiame in his mouth which closed for-
ever. The last day, he had lost his logic and pronounced
a lot of words in English as: 'New York! New York!
where can I find Mr. Miller's house?' He died as poor
as he always was. He did not realise his dream to be rich.
This year I finish the Commercial School of Corfu but
I am unemployed. And this is a result'of the miserable
war. Who knows when I shall find a job to be able to. feed
my family. Anyway such is the life and we can do noth-
ing to it. . . ."
No, Lillis is quite right—we can do ndthing to it! And
' that is why I look back on Greece with such pleasure. The
moment I stepped on the American boat which was to
take me to New York I felt that I was in another world.
I was among the go-getters again, among th'e restless souls
who, not knowing how to live their own life, wish to
change the world for everybody. Ghika, who had brought
me to the quay, came on board to have a look at the
strange American boat which lay at anchor iri the port of
Piraeus. The bar was open' and we had a last drink to-
gether. I felt as though I were already back in New York:
there was that dean, vacuous, anonymous atmosphere
which I know so well and detest with all my heart. Ghika
was impressed with the hoturious appearance of the boat j
it answered to the picture which he had built up in his
mind. Myself, I felt depressed, I was sorry I hadn't, been
able to take a Greek boat.
I was even more depressed when I found that I was to

